THE TRAIN
dim classrooms, and opened the familiar door without
knocking.
Faina was lying on the bed, fully dressed, face to the
wall.
"Who's there?" she asked in a startled voice.
"It's me," he answered.
"Vanya Danilov? What's the matter? There's no
rehearsal.55
"I know. I just came to see you,"
Why had he come? Wasn't it because he wanted to
say: "I don't wish to marry. I don't want anybody but
you. I want to be with you always!" And now he had
come and was standing at the door like a post, feeling
that if she told him to go the bitter tears would over-
flow* ...
It may be that she understood.
"You startled me, coming in like that," she said. "I
was dozing. I had some dream or other ..." and she
stretched luxuriously, with a little sound of enjoyment
"Light the lamp. It's on the table. The matches are on
the shelf. And take your cap off, won't you ever learn ...
Those village ways!"
He took off his cap and lighted the lamp, feeling
awkward, insignificant and in no way interesting to her,
but never thinking of going.
Faina sat up on the bed and began pinning up the
disordered hair at the back of her head. She wound her
plaits round her arm like snakes, holding her comb in
her teeth. Her arms were bare to the elbow—firm,
round, working with swift, sure movements. She was
wearing absurd stockings, striped red and blue, with a
small rosy toe peeping out from a hole.
"Why are you looking at me like that?" she asked, her
voice dim with sleep. "What have you come for—to look
at me? Sit down, you're in my light." He sat down. She
put her feet in the worn-out felt boots, came closer to the
table and also sat down, wrapping herself up in her shawl.
"I atn not ill at all," she said pensively, "But you see, ;t
Vaaya, I got a letter to-day saying that my granny had ii
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